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the space between his thigh and the chair and took her hand
in his own.
"But, child," he said: "I think there's someone at the door
Do—you—mind—going to see?"
She straightened herself and listened. Yes, he was right
But to be heard in this wind, they must be knocking with j
heavy stick! And she thought of D/s great cudgel. Was it D
come after her? She hurried to the window and looked out, anc
the second her back was turned to him Uryen repossessed him-
self of the head and began to fondle it like an infant.
But there—outside the door—drenched to the skin—hi
long black coat clinging pitifully to his grotesque figure, with
out hat, without stick, without anything to mitigate the woe
fulness of his appearance, was Old Funky!
Driven by a kind of frenzy to get in out of the storm Mr
Urgan was striking at the door, kicking at the door, butting a
the door, and raving at the door. The author of the first Gospe
might have made him a symbol of the wicked man shut ou
of heaven. His coat-tails were so soaked with rain that th<
wind which whirled round him and seemed every minute
about to lift him bodily off his feet, could do no better thai
hoist them up an inch or so, flap them against his rump for i
minute, and then, dropping them, cause them to wrap them-
selves closely round his hips, in the reverse way to the man-
ner in which the parade coats of the grenadiers of former times
used to be folded back,
Wizzie gazed at him through the window with round eyes
and rounder mouth. It was one of those spectacles that Chance
and Nature combine to produce that are so evenly balanced
between sickening pitifulness and monstrous humour that tita
same person could laugh or cry at the sight, according to the
turn of a straw.
When the noise of the storm rose to such a pitch that the
swinging of a battering-ram against the door would be no more
than the tapping of a wren's beak, Mr. Urgan in his blind
passion—for by this time the little man was well nigh beside
himself—would draw back from the obdurate door, only to
rush at it in the next lull like a beast with a pack of hounds
behind him, when he would beat at it with his fists, and kick
at it with his feet, and even pound at it with his head.
Now there was something about Old Funky's frantic fury

